by Sallie Luther 

“Tell Ranger Rick what you just told me, 
Morgan,” said Scarlett Fox to her mockingbird 
{nend. The cheerful raccoon had just joined his 
woodland pals. 

“Well,” chimped Morgan, “I was pecking 
away at a suet feeder at the edge of Deep Green 
Wood when two people walked by. | just 
couldn't help hearing what they were saying: 
There isn’t going to be a Aanger Rice magazine 
next month!” 

“What? gasped Rick, no longer cheerful. 
“But why? What in the world's wrong?” 

“All the editors are sick with the flu,” 
answered Morgan. “There's no one to write the 
stores and do all the other things that need to 
be done,” 

“This is awful,” added Ollie Otter, who had 
just joined the group. “No fun pages for my 
fnends. No jokes or puzzles.” 


“No answers to readers’ questions,” hooted 
Wise Old Owl from a tree. 

“No Cooking Comer recipes to test,” 
groaned Cubby Bear. 

“And no way to tell one of my adventures,” 
said Rick sadly. 

The animals talked among themselves for a 
few minutes about the bad news. In 20 years 
there hadn't been a month without a magazine, 

“Nuts,” said Sammy Squirrel. 

“Tt stinks,” said Odora Skunk. 

“Tve got it!" yelped Scarlet Fox. “We can 
finish the magazine. We can do the work, Come 
on, y'all... what do you say?" 

“| should have thought of that myself,” said 
Rick. “I've helped the editors write my adven- 
tures. | know enough about it to get us started. 
And there's nothing that this bunch of animals. 
can't do, once we set our minds to it. I say ——" 





“Let's do i!" cheered the friends. 

The entire band of animals began trotting cat 
of Deep Green Wood. Soon they came to the 
big building where Ranger Rick magazine was 
made. But instead of the hustle and bustle of a 
busy office, all was quiet. By standing on his tip- 
toes on Cubby's shoulder, Rick could just see in 
an open window. 

“Sammy, scamper on up here,” called Rick. 
“Tneed you to squeeze through the window. 
Then scoot over and open the door for us.” 

“Oo-hoo, ah-hah, ee-hee,” giggled Cubby as 
Sammy scurried up his fat sides. “Your feet 
tickle, you silly squirrel.” 

Sammy slipped into the magazine offices, He 
hopped from desk top to desk top, leaped onto 
the door knob, and twisted his body around. 
With a click, the door unlocked and opened. 

One by one the animal friends entered the 


offices of Ranger Rick magazine. “Look at all 
the computers and telephones,” whispered 
Zelda Possum. 

“Look at all the beautiful photographs and 
drawings,” whispered Odora Skunk. 

“Lock af all the fun things that we can get 
into,” whispered Ollie Otter. 

“Why are we all whispering?” boomed 
Boomer Badger. 

The animals all jumped, then laughed, “I 
guess maybe we're just a little nervous,” sabd 
Rick. “After all, this is serious business.” 

“Lwanna be boss,” whined Boomer. 

“Maybe someday, Boomer,” said Scarlett. 
“Now come on, y'all. Let's get crackin’. Becky, 
you find everybody some paper Morgan, you 
fly around and pick up pencils. Sammy, you 
help Morgan. Ollie, you and Odie start picking 
oul some neat pictures." 


Drawings by Alton Langlord 





Scarlett went on in a businessdike way, g= 
ing each animal a job. “Now... y'all know we 
don't have a lot of time, The magazine is. 
already late. We have to be done by momin.” 

“Tl ge started writing my adventure right 
away, said Rick. And soon everyone was very 
busy working on his or her job. 

“Ive got an idea,” said Cubby. “Let's do a 
story on polar bears. There are some great 
polar bear photos in that cabinet.” 

“The editors did one of those not too long 
ago,” said Ollie. 


“Then how about a story on mockingbirds?" 


asked Morgan. 





“Did that too,” said Zelda. 

“Well, how do the editors. remember all this 
stuif?” asked Samay. “It must drive them nuts.” 

Rick explained that different kinds of stories 
are worked on by different editors. One person 
does stones on mammals, another on birds, 
and so forth. Once a month, everybody sits 
down together and plans the next issue. 

“So then what happens?” asked Ollie, He 
had found a watering can and was watering the 
editors’ thirsty plants. 

Rick went on to explain. Once ihe stones are 
Chosen, just the night photos have to be found 
and drawings have to be made. Photographers 





from all over the world are asked to send in 
their pictures: And only the best are picked for 
the magazine. Artists are asked to do draw: 
iIngs—ether lifelike ones or hunny ones—for 
some of the stories. 

Suddenly, wild giggles and the sound of a 
machine running at full speed filled the office. 
Boomer had found the photocopy machine. 
Sammy was standing on top of it, riding back 
and forth on the sliding tay. And page after 
page of squirrel and badger paw prints were 
spilling onto the floor. Scarlett was soon al the 
scene, giving them a dirty look. 

The next moment there was a crash from 











around the comer, Scarlett went racing to find 
oat what had happened. Cubby had found the 
small refrigerator where the editors kept their 
lunches. His probing paws had knocked over a 
big bow! of fruit set just inside the door. “Fruit 
cocktail,” chuckled the bear, slurping up the 
mess he had made. 

Then Zelda began wailing, “Whoa... hold it 
.. help, somebody!” She had been changing a 
typewriter nbbon when it slipped from her 
paws. Now the roll of ribbon was unwinding 
across the floor, Odie dashed to the rescue. 

“Let me do it, Zelda,” she chuckled at her 
fend. “My paws are already black” 
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“Thanks, pal,” laughed Zelda. She went off 
to wash the messy black ink from her paws, But 
the trouble was not over yet. 

Ollie had pulled photographs from nearly 
every drawer in the office. They were now 
scattered everywhere, 

“All | wanted were some nice otter shots,” 
he apologized as Scarlett went by. The fox was 
getting more and more annoyed at her chums. 
It seemed they were all playing, not working. 

But Scarlett was wrong. Every animal, even 
crazy Sammy, wanted more than anything to 
make sure Ranger Rick magazine came out on 
time. And by the end of the day, almost all the 
work was finished, 

“Now to set the type,” said Rick. 




















“What does that mean?” asked Sammy. 

“Well,” explained the raccoon, “we have to 
take our stones and have the words printed in 
neal, perfect letters. You know, like what you 
see in the finished magazine.” 

“And also.” added Scarlett, “someone has to 
‘lay out, or design, the pages. That means fig- 
ure out what goes where, how many photos or 
drawings go on each page, and all that.” 

“| have an idea," spoke up Becky. “Why 
don't a few of us start on that while the rest of 
us get the printing presses ready to go, Then all 
someone has to do is print up the pages and 
mall the magazines on time.” 

“Good idea, Becky,” said Rick. “TIl get the 
ink for the press.” The raccoon, with Odie and 
Scarlett helping him, headed for the room 
marked “Printing Supplies.” They returned in 
no time, arms piled high with huge cans of 
colored ink. Their arms were piled so high, in 
fact, that they couldn't see Boomer sprawled 
cut—fast asleep—right in their path. With cries. 
of surprise, (humps and thuds, and splais and 
splashes of falling ink, the three friends and all 
they were carrying tumbled over Boomer. 

“Good grief! Look at this mess,” groaned 





Odie, wiping herself off as best she could. 

“Oh, no, no—my magazine,” cried Rick. All 
of the freshly ped stories... . all of the beauti- 
ful drawings... all of the carefully picked 
photographs were covered with ink. Ruined. 
Boomer had been carrying them and had Laid 
them down beside him when he decided to 
take his nap. Now there really was no hope for 
à magazine next month. [twas far too late to 
Start over. 

Rick just sat in the puddles of ink. Tears 
formed in his eves. For ihe first time, he had let 
his Rangers down. The tears began to trickle 
down his funy face, drip...drip...drip.... 

The raccoon woke up with a start. He 
blinked and looked around. Raindrops seeping 
into a creck in his old oak tree den were falling 
down onto him. Dripping... dripping... . It 
had all been a dream—a temible, terrible 
dream! Outside he heard Boomer calling him. 

“Rick! Hey, Rick. Your new magazine's here. 
| brought it to vou. It got a litte wet in the rain, 
‘cause | stopped to read a couple of the stones. 
Is that OK? Huh?” 

Ranger Rick laughed out loud at the worried 
look on the fat badgers face. N only you Brew, 
Boomer, he thought. Then he called down, “No 
problem, Boomer, No problem at all!" 


